JOURNAL    1930                                        no

smile at, to look upon. Languor. Torpor. I am smoking too much. I
should read all day long if my eyes did not become tired readily and
if I were not trying to give to CEdipe the hours in which I feel most
lucid; but without fervor.

I enjoying chatting with Edmond, our gardener; but he is getting
old; he complains of pains, of itchings, of sleeplessness.

"What about your appetite?"

"Oh, my appetite's still good. That's what I said to the doctor:
When I am dead, 111 still eat/ - Tou old rascal!' he said to me,"

[ have just finished the wonderful Moby Dick.

22 July
X. told me he had recently met Franz Blei in Berlin. The old bo-
hemian still seems extraordinarily hale and hearty; and when X. con-
gratulated him on this, Blei, leaning toward him, whispered:
"111 tell you my secret: No sports!"
24  July
Rather hasty reading (but it is not worth more) of Zola's Lourdes.
A book constructed in this way calls for the method of "Nulla dies sine
linea."**
Immediately afterward I plunge back into Walter Pater's Greek
Studies and Dichtung und Wahrheit, taking up, at Goethe's invitation,
the wonderful story of Genesis, of which he gives such a remarkable
summary.
Finished the dialogue between Eteocles and Polynices for the sec-
ond act of my CEdipe, but do not yet know whether I can consider
myself satisfied with it.
25 July
I believe that illnesses are the keys that can open certain doors for
us. I believe that there are certain doors that only illness can open.
There is a certain state of health that does not allow us to understand
everything; and perhaps illness shuts us off from certain truths; but
health shuts us off just as effectively from others, or turns us away from
them so that we are not concerned with them.
I have never met one of those who boast of never having been ill
who was not, in some way or other, a bit stupid; like those who have
never traveled; and I remember that Charles-Louis Philippe very pret-
tily called illnesses the poor man's travels.
Those who have never been ill are incapable of real sympathy for
a great many misfortunes.
48 "Not a day without a line."